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| The Fa re maid 
of Briſtovv. 


Enter Challener, and Vallenger. 


Chal: Doe Vallen. lets to air God-fries houſe, 
J know there will be reueling to n'ght 
This is his birth day:and he we lcoms all, 
Fair Anabellhis daughtcris mp lone, 
There welt thou ſee the Jooll of mp thought, 
Faire Baiſftows miroꝛ and my harts delight. 
Val. Frend Challener, J wonder at thp humoz, 
To dote ſo much ouer this fc male kind, 
That charms thy ſences makes typ eie ſight blind. 
Chal. Thou art an enemy to women ſhll, 
I pꝛethe what doth beſt agree with the. 
Val. Toſe mp hounds, to chaſe the fallow dere, 
to ſe mp faghon ſtrike the partridge dead. 
to heare my hoꝛſe Careere, to dzink full healths, 


and not line puling foz an nounce of Beautp, 


Chal. J lone to ſæ my hounda as well as th, 
My hoꝛſe. my faghon, and healthes when time ſerues, 
But abode all mp miſtris I pzefcr, 
She is the Fewelt that doth heate mp blond, 

And therefoze Vallenger, fo2z my ſake goe 
and ſee, the gallants will be here to 3 

Val. Pfaith pou bind me to a mightp taſk 
Ale ſ& your Lady, and your Ladies maſke, 
then p2ethee peace here will we kecpe our Hand. 

Chal. Foz by the Dꝛum the Paſkers are at hand. 
Enter Sir Godfrey, Vmphrevil, his wife,bis daughter, 
and the Maskers to daunce, | 
a 2 


The "200 Maid 


God. Now gent lemon, pou welcome to my houſe, 
God maiſter Challtner and your honeſ frend, 

So arc pou ren entry one, 
Bat we fo2get oorſe bodpy of me, ; 
Where be theſe Ladds, Hal we haue 

No — bg Po, ones, 
Af they haue dined within, and come 

pong Ladbs now to pour dance ag sine. 


Here they dance and Vallenger ſpeaks, 


Val. Falte tong that ſpoke ſuch blaſpbe my bekoze, 
Chat A diſpzaiſed, now doth mp ſoule abe. 

Chal. Bow doſt thou like vip love now Vallenger. 

Val. O ſhes demne and J become ber th2all. 


Val. Athouſand, J mul hence ozelſe my hart will 1 
X1k, 
| Chal. What meanes mp frendinſochahwmoz goe, 
r 


Exit os, and * Here the dannee ends, 


God. Gen'lemen Ithank y pou all, 


75 Letsin to ſopper tho the cheace be lun, Ext the eMaſken; 


Enter vallenger and Challener. 2 


Chal. Uallinger thou art a traitoꝛ to thy frend. 

val. Hꝛt to my frend but atwaies to my foe. 
Chal. Wypooft thou lone th? faint J do adoze, 
yal, Zo anger wo Autoart to loue het mote. 


Chal. Doth Bziſtow tl her fellow, p:cthe ſpeake, * © 


-e 
—————— — cc RES 


of Briſtow. 
Chal. J loued her firſt, when thou didſk loue 0 
val. J loue her now, there he thy loue is e 
Chal. Fozſweare to her ele thou art my 
val. Fo2ſwearemy Anabell, hence dotard go 
Cha', Pꝛepare thee Aallener it is decreed, > 
Foz Anabell, oꝛ thou o2 I muſt bled ? 
va', On Sir tis welcome are not dut th2uſt home- 
nere they figlit, vallenger fa Is doẽone. 
And Challe ner flies aw ay, vallenger cals 
For heipe, Sir God frey, his wiſe, and his 
Daughters, comes forth with lights. 
val. Some Gracious Body helpe me J am ſlaine. 
God. TWho/£ that which cals fo2 help, gods pitty wike, 
The Gentleman, lies bleeding herre that came 
with maiſter Challen. .. 
J p2ay Sir ſpeane who hath hurt ye thus. 
val. The villen Chalener hath almoſt flame me. 
God. Challener, why J thought you had btn friends, 
VUhat was the matter Sir may J know it 
val. About pour daughter, and while ſhe was dancing 
J pꝛayſed her geſture and her comely grace, 
But Uallenger uioſt like a liberal villaine, 
Did giue her ſtandelus Jgnoble fermes, 
Which J rebuked him ſoz whercupon, 
Ne dꝛew our weapons, J by chaunce being vowne, 
The coward villaine thus hath wounded me. 8 
God, How ap vou wife, did not J ſay ſo much, 
Me was a Cutter and a ſwaggerer, 
He haue my child, no, no, he aymes amiſe, 
Go pꝛeently make jearch thzughout the Cittp, 
Uthere ere you find him carrie him ſtraight to pʒi ä 
Loke to hun, come Sir, ſince pour hurt 
as about my girle, pou ſhall not from 
my houte till vau are nn 


Ya, 


ETFs "IM M aid 


val. I thank pon ffr, I am much bound to vou. 
Cod. Come ſir. my wife and my daughter ſbalbe 
pour * come helpe him in: "oy knanes I (ay, 


Exi Omnes, 


„ Enter Harbert, fentloe, and Florence 

a Courtizan, 5 (A 
Har. I p2ceth& Sentloe leaue this Joell life, 
That will vado thee if thou followes it, 
Art thou ſo fond oucr ſo light a thing, 
Doſt thou opbpecther lult beſoze mp lone 
Dot thou not ſee thy ſin noꝛ pet thy ſhame, 


Thy reputation, honoz, noz thy name. 
Sent. I pꝛethee harbarſpeace content thy ſelfe, 


_ He whom J lone, thou ſceſt loues me againe, 
thinks thou that I ſo long haue ſeen the woꝛlde, 
nnd do not know in frenv nom from wp foe, 

Har, She whdW th ou thinkſt wil pꝛoue thy greateft frend, 
Will pꝛoue a ſerpent and acockatryce : | 
Fo2 what is ſhe but a common ſtatt, / 70 ea” 

that loues thee fo2 thy coine, not foꝛ thy name, 
Such lone is bealffp, rotten, blind, and lame. 
Sent. Fozbcare me this, and chid me fo2 ovght elle, 
Har. Leave this, and vndertake what liks thee bet, 
Leaue her, and then my thougyts will be atref, 
Flo. And why ſir leaue me, fo7 your companie, 
I would thy lone were equal! vnto mine, 
then Sentlo ſhould be ſure he bad a frend. 
Har. As thine, Ide rather hang my ſelfe. 
Sentloe leaue England foꝛ a lit le ſpace, 
Goe to bꝛaue Ric dard in the holie Land, 
the warres will teach thee to foꝛget !hy lone. 
Flo. Mill ſentlo leaue hir that doth loue hun lo, 


foz thy ſake will A go in um. 


TIL 


* 


Rather then J will want thy companie, 


oY 


of Briſtow. 


Lv in a cottege, eat what ſa thou plc aſe, 


I will be come as mild and ductyfult, 

as euer Oriſſell was onto hir lozd, 

and fo2 my conſtancie, as Lucrce was, 
and if hat Sentlo will but lne with me. 

Sent. J tzuow it ſweet, when J from the depart, 
Cuen let my Luke warme bloud, fozſake my hart, 
xarbert pou W2ong me to abuſe her thus. 

Har. hou wꝛonglt thy ſel fe, me, and allthp frends, 


But ik thou wilt not leaue her companp 


J vw my frendſhip to tha is cold. 


Ale leaue thee tothe humoꝛs of thy pouth, 


To one that hath noz honeſtie noꝛ truth. 
Sent. What doſt thou thꝛeaten me, go wher pou ma, 

Har bart pour companie contents not me, 

Leaue me ile leaue thce firſt, 

and ſo farwell: come loue lets hence. 

To Bziſtow will we go, 

Mho cares when Mar bart be oz trend oꝛ ſor. 

Har. O how deled is the courſe ng 


| That takes his frend to be his greateſt foe, 


and thinks the counſell that ſhould do him god: 
Like potſon, o2 as the herbe Draconis, | 
Well tho thou ſcome thy frend that holds thee deare, 
he will not leaue the in extreannty, 
Thou art gone to BziNow, thether will J go, 
chere A will pꝛoue a frend and not a foe. 
Exit. 


7 Enter Sir godſrey, a inger, his wife, and his 


dan ghter. 


god. Sir I am glad pou are ſo well reconercd, 
iv 


The IM re Stud 


And fo2 the motion which von made fo me, 

Touching my child, J pꝛomiſe pou truly its 

do not know the man in Bꝛiſto, 

That J atect moꝛe then J do pour elfe, 

Ghe+ Dir J haue ound it, and J wiſh I may 

Mane ati adion o: pour god regard, 

And louing care that vou haue had o / me, 

So plea'e pon Mir to know pour daughters mind, 

eh way ber matden thoughts are moſt tnclind, 
Enter a meſſenger wich a letter. . 

Val. From whom the Letter. 

Me ſ. From your -ather Sir, 

* Hereads the Letter, 
God. Come hether wiſe, daughter a woꝛd with you, 
3 knotv that once thou dideſt lone Challener, 
ut he is fled, thouſceſf a/ wagering fellow, 
Tell me my girlie wilt thou be ruled by me, 
And ile pꝛouide a man frt oꝛ thy turne. 
ana Faith whq/genec you ſhall thinke meet. 

God, Why thats wel ſed my wench,ther ſpok an angel 
Loke yonder what / Alt thou to pong Vallen ger, 
He is a man as twere compleat of ware, 

Bis ather is an honoꝛable knight, 
A Challener, a very ſock to this, 

Loue him my girle, fay ag J lay, do. 
Ana J neuer heatd d /Ather iabour moꝛe, 

To win his daughter that was won before. 
wom. Daughter what pay vou to your/ather. 
God, Why wie J know what ſhe would ay already, 

She hath-loued hallener. And would thinke, 

Mer ond iy leauing him /d ſwue fo chu'e another, 


And'thinks we would be 0985 
| page's Wallenger, tut vi thy mind 
5 b osde are all but teffs, 


Ana. Father Ms | 
na, F 23 Dip 


And meanes to ſoiorne here all the winter time, 


Would be 


01 Briſtee 


Diſpoſe even as it likes you beit. 5 


2 kgs — gtrie then 1 | 
What a vou len do vou not agree. 
We m. What ls you two, neuer Croſle, 

Mine is the tare, but vours ia the lola. 

God New nmiſter Uallenger, god news a gods name 
From whence is that letter ix may J know, + 

Val, You map Sir Sd rep, this letter is from my 
Father Sir, who to moꝛrom comes fo Bꝛʒiſtoe, 


God. He ſhall be welcome, J would my 
Wers thought fit foz eee ment, 
But ſon, ſo may Jratl you now, 
And it that vou agriehowſay you Dir. 

val. Sir J wiſh it were to night beſb2e to mozrow, 
And by your daughters leaue,ſeale it with this kifle. 

God. UWelſed harts youls nener be yonger, 
Lets in to . in readines. | 

Exit Omnes. 


Jo 


Enter Challener, his man Ft 2 Gentleman 
of Briſtow. | 


' Chal, S maiffer Chambers, pour welcome ir to 
London, how farr our frends at Bꝛiſto qpal.chambers, 
Cham. M. Challener, all well, your trends at Bitte, 
glad to ſ& on. 

(hal. Indeed I dare{weare that J haue ſome friendes 


There, but among all, how doth pong Uallenger? 


Cham. 3 

Chal. Eu en he. 

Cham Extiteding well, he is 
And is on 2 
To beutious Anabell the old knig 2 


at Sic God⸗ reys hour, 
8 baughter- | 


Chal. 


Aue tell vou then the matter moze at larg. 


11 faire Mai 5 


Cha. It poltble 
Chain. -—_ ; tell you Sir, 
But mailker Challener I 

And pleaſeth ypu ſ@ne to come and ſup with me, 


Exit gentleman. 
cha. Faire Anabell marxied to Ualtenger, 
7 — — doth run like yſe thꝛangh all my vaines, 
married to Uallenger e 
les woman, trothles, and vnkind, 
5 labour, loſt line wind. 
D could rend my fleth, and teace my hairc, 
Married to Aallenger, what to moe? 
Seen mobac, 
And 3 ſuckerles, and bare, 
ae b much haue gauid my hart, 
newes, this fatall deadlines. 

ts What chere you — neuer be (6 ſad, 
Tut let her go moze wenches maybe had. 

cha, No none like her, but J will ſtraight ſrom hence, 
Miith m owne per onage 3 will v pence: 
Ipzethe laque gef me a Docters 
Fo2 vnto Bziſfow will we with all ſpeed, 
There will we er the 1Bzide-grome and tha Bꝛide, 
Get ſtraight poſt hoꝛſes, foʒ this night ile ride, 
And pꝛeſenttp get me a Docters tire, 
Tl zamat Bg, ah pct (8 ns fre 


Exit Om * 


Emer Sentlo, and Hatbert dilguiſed like 


A Seruingman, 


Sent. Did Pailter Herbert then 
Blu. oy think dau, he told me 


you to me. 
ſet it in the letter. 


Sent, 


of Briſtow. 
ent. Doſt thou know what he hath witten hers. 

Blum Not I, noa I greatly do not care. | 

ent. Herre he defices me as ers 5 tendzed him 
That ————————— chule, 

Blunt. You map ifpou wil, ou wil not you may 
Sent. I patther ts the ame? 
Blu. Blunt. 

Sent. Blunt name 7 Blunt nature ? 
Hare my rend dath wzite 
Tho he be vmtohat — his woꝛdes, 
Pet e is of conflcmed honeſty, 
Mell Biuni J ontertaine pou Sir, 
Hownow, (wat loue, whole that. 
£1 Enter Florence and Frog. 

Flo, Mary. wert hart tis tx 2odfceys man, 
That comes to bid vs to his daughters marriage. 

Frog. ume name is rog o 2 god man Fog, n 
O Frog Hal, that am ent rom my mailter, 
To deſire you and the Genftewoman, 
To matte a ſtep to matke, oꝛ as it were to 
Come, 02 app:oach, to dinner: This is all Sir. 

Blunt. Do pou heare Sir, is this my nulfres. 
Sen's J Blunt. 
Blu: t. is ſhe not a Mhoꝛe: the lokes le one: 
55 Veate p ierha on pour li e. 
What auſle merchant haus you Set here, 
— b:cake his pate: (mine. 
frog. No by imp faith,hees line one wouldſw — 
sc n.. Well Frog tell thy aiſter J will 
fl... Set hart go in this gowne : 
tcm. The time is to ſhoꝛt to make another. 
- un. +8 not that gowne god inough 02 a wh? 
- By hcanen if vou maintaine this Na tall faue, 


i let me 
—— 6 g0. ms 


Aets goe ſwert hart, thereſpze blunt cams ge vou along, 


9 * habe Maid 


A TH. 

— —— Harbert, er toil thon ? ; 
Thy loue vnto thy friend makes ther fozget | 
IT prethy ſweet lays content thy leſte, 
This fellow was ent me from a ſpecial friend 
Cho he be blunt vet is very honeſt. 

flo. I could be content to lc him well enough, - 
So he could affo2d me better wo2ds... 

Blu. Well I wilſpeake no m0ze what ſhall otfend vou 


Sir godfrey ſkates, therefoze we do him waong, 
Sens Thou wzongett thy ſoils, gadlend thee to amend 
K 


Feuit Omnes. 
Enter Sir godſtey, Sit Euſtace, Mother, 
| aud anaball. 

Eft Sir Godfrey rinphremle$ mr honozd fitter. 
Py bony brpde,and this fayre company, + 
How it glades old Zuſtace vallenger 
& this god ocaſion of our mirth. 
Had my ould true haxted Sar tyned,. : 
To haue ſeene the maraige opher deere fon — . 


And in toe god ann {a ſtack, 
As ould vmphrevilles: well _ 
—— now : you ou 
Will ron be atring 


Wom. ſhe was * 
The pœꝛe will ſay ſo. 


Go1 J hope my child will imitate her ſeps, : 
Euf, Come anabalithoungw muft be my wife, 


of Briſtow. 
Py huiwtfs, and my houſe keper, and all, 
A know thou haſtbin bras vp feꝛ a * 
Thy huſbands a wild boy J confes. 
But let hun ſtap and keep thee companye + 
Oꝛ by the holp rode he roltes not heer. 
But bꝛother, heres an Itallian docter thats com-s = 
mended to vs byeſpeciall friends, % 
Whom we muſk intertaine with god regard. | 
Vo, who e with in there ? 


Enter vallen ger, Challiner like a Docter, Seutlo, 
Anabell, Florence, 


val. Do pou call Hir: 

Eu. Ip, Fic, Ned pou frifle out the time. 

val. Sir J was welcoming this gentleman, 
This Gentelwoman, and this docfer, 
Being ſtrangers here in Briſtow. 
god. Signeoꝛ Julio J vnderſtand your called ſir. 


Doc. That is my name Sir. | 
Jod. Right reuerent Docter your molt welcom bether, 
My hou e, oz what el e, is at your command. - 
Euſt. The lite / ap J fir, bs bould thereof 
Doct Poſt honozed knights whatſoeuer lies in mee, 
Commaund mp beit indeuer. | | 
Euſt Com miſtreſſe Flozance you mult knowe 
That your come to Buſtow. 
And muſt now help to grate our Bꝛide, 
Flo With all my hart Sic Euſtace at her/eruite 
va. Sir, maiſter Sentloe is the man A chu e, 
To intertaine the bꝛyde, he giues me leaue 
To welcome Miſtres Flozance. 
god. Come bꝛother pou and Ile con er w . Docter. 


Flo, What on pour wedding day and change, 
5 3” 5 IS 


ks 8 re M wy 


Js your b2ides beauty les effemd thenmine, 
ve. The Bie that Sucks the bitter Hemlock flauers, 
When that he comes to taſt the Violet 
Doth count his forme; fad as traſh and werdes 
Zhou art the Aiolet the bitter lock ſha, 
J blind beppze, but now mine eyes doth lex. 
Doe. Joucrhard ther, thou baſe Uallenger. 
Chat ſuch an angell ſhould indure the cuell, 
To linke her / ele to that in/atiat deuill 
god. Come bo diſcour'e to long, we: ſhall haue 


Time enough foꝛ conference. 

va. What will you bee ſo Coy, 

Flo. Pfaith pou men are ſo . 
Tpatſbera afole will credit what ener. 


Euſt. Thy. Ned what zncaneſt : 
vo. Sir but one woꝛd with Palter Doder, J com, 


— A will Compare thec whatſocucr beſal. 


= Exit all but ralſenger, and 
5 N The Docter. 


Sent, Well ——_ the bzide doth giue me leaue. 
. Vet 
| Kits 


v2, Dotter, a woꝛd. 
Doc. With me Sir, J with the. 
va. Pen o' thy b2t are / woꝛne to /ecreſie, 
But farther me and keepe my counſell. 
In that which J ſhall here impart to the, 
And Ile glue thee a Mundꝛed pounds in gould. 
5 . Dir heres my hand, what oeuer lies in me. 
- Pouſhall comand my hart and ſecreſie, 
It ie enough then Dotter thus much know, 
Typo happely it may hene ſtranng to the- 


Chat conquers Gods, and much mozs moztall men. 


of Driſtow. 
That on my marriage dap Jſhould tranſgrelfe 


So far as now J mull re ueale to the, 
ut think tis love, blind loue that lcads m on, 


doct. Delap not dat ſpeake your mind at full. 
va. Then thus in 1Bziefe Anabel is my wife, 
But ſtorence is the Miſiris ot᷑mv hart, 
J lone her Docter, Doſt thou conſeaue me now, 
doct. Hoh would von J ſhould help pon in her lone, 
- EAhzp now thou commeſt vnto the bery maine. 
va. Thou hno weſt her (wet hart Sentlo, hes the let. 
doR. And what wap would vou haue himremouncy. 
va. Why popſoned man, a liftle dzam will dotc, 
do. Popfoned Sir, alas pou know tis death. 
va. J it it be knowne but that ſhall neuer be, 
Speake honeſt Doctoz wilt thou dote foz me, 
ddoct. Sirfo2 your ſake although it touch me nckre, 
Hers my hand ile dete. 
va. Tut Docter neuer feare. 
Sold will ſalue all, and that thou ſhaltnot want. 
doct. Sir Ile arech mine art to do pou god, 
Cho ventring ſo it coſt my deareſt bloud, 
val. thankes gentle Poger goe to florence K1aito, 
Mit in this houre Fe in tbe garden warte, 
there bꝛing her alone, Sentloe is ſure, 
fad as fo2 Anabal her thoughtes be pure, 
 Sentloe once dead, Dotter thou knoweſt my mind, 
Faith anavell ſhe Caics not long be hinde, 
God Dicker faile not, A muſt now to dinner, Exit 4 


doct. Now heaven fozgiuc the fhy pernitions ities 
J poifon Sen loe, now the 102d fozlend. | 
Hatfach a thought ſhonld enter in my bzeff, 
Ble ſſe d be the time J tot a Docters ſhape, 
Foz by this meanes Sentloꝛ his death hall ſcape, 


he faire Maid 


| And louely Anabell her lifeſet fre, | 
Falſe Uallenger ſhall be deceiu*d by me, 
And that deceit is lawful kind and iuſt, 
That doth pꝛeuent his murder and his lu ſk, 
And tho J haue faire Anabels love loſt, 
mY Uallengerſhall in this fute be croft. - 


1. | Enter Frog and douse. 


Fro g. Come don e. ow we hane time aud place 4 
They e delay, 


But ſtill ſap, do vou will not haue me, 
Now becauſe J of pour burgers, 
But Douce as J amhaſtie vet J am not the haſtieſt, 


And though J am reſtp, Yet Jam not lowſie, 
And of one that cannot talke much, 


So Jloue to ſpgakelittie, foz-as that 
 TUozthy bus eme Hector * woes 
Ok the wiſe d the foliſh, jo 
Douce in few woꝛds and in tedious talke, 
Tell uꝛe when is this dap. 


Douce. What dap Frog. 
Frog: What day Frog ? doff thou aſke what day, 


why Douce this day of wedlock Douce, — 
This day of going together Douce, 0 
This dap of wearing out ſhetes and : 
Thꝛowing downe blanckets Douce. 
Douce. Ifaith Frog vou knob? J haue e 
And fo2 your owne part pour as poze as lob, 
Frog. But nat ſo ſcabed J thank God Douſe, 
Mell, J fie you regard not the wiſdoms 
But the wealth, not the man: but the mony, 
DD Dow, Dowſe, much haſt thou to anſwere 103. 
Dous. Beſids J think you do not lone me. 


Frog. 
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Ma dot loue thee, why J cannot dꝛeſſe my maiſters 


Bale 2 thinking o 33 cannot daeam ed 
Sleeping ofthee ;b fo; a certainty, 

5 loue thee indeed, when ; goe to bed 

And pluck oymy ſhoes, there you may ſmell 
L due put of me: and then 3 ſigh and then 5 pauſe, 
£nd fay that Do ce is the onely can e. 


Uu, Well Frog, J haue but ieſted all this while 


Pfaith Frog hadeſt thou hin ruled by me, 
Thou hadcit not bin Froging out of the woll 

Do long: but Frog twas thy fault. | 
frog. The moꝛe is to come Do ce, then you twill 
Pane me, we ſhall to this geere ? 

Doycc. Iſweet hart, uame pou the tune, 
Theſwner the better. | 

frog. Do lay J douſ-, ſ02 as the old aping is, 
He that hath a god dinner, knowos better the way 
To 
And that we will be jpokeu to be liberall, 
Ueelegiue ten grotes to the pwze : with this 
Þ2oniffo, that if we needs it, weele haue 


our ten groats agin. 


frog. Bow dou ſe unkind ? 
Uhen tinkers leaue to dzinke god ale, 
And Souldiers ol their weapons taile, 
When pedlers go without there pack, 
And water is moze deare thenſack, n, 
When Shomakers d:inks that is mall, 

And Lawiers haue no tongues at all, 
When Fencers leaue of giuing knocks, -_ 
And younginen hate fatre Patdensſmocks, 
When dꝛunker ds ſcoꝛne 4 copar noſe, | 
— AydWotchers nere mende _— hoſe, 


+ 


er: but Howi. , we will be married 2 


dow, + but afterwards will you not pꝛoue vnkind : 2 


Oꝛ 


Pd 
" 
— 


8 
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Dz when the cat ſhall hate a mouſ,). 
then Frog ſhall pꝛoue vnkind to Dolwſe, 
and ſo ſweet hart lets goe and wed, 

and after to dinner and then to bed. 5 
| | KIT, 


Enter the docter and 3 man. 


doct. Go o irrha at the back boꝛe, 
— Waingmiſtris Anabe!, make haſt away. 

Ta, I warrant you Sir. Exit, 
Woll Vallenget if all things fall out right: 
Pou ſhall haue little cauſe to thanke 
The Docter, but here he comes. 

val, How uow Docter, what will Flecence come, 
Doc. She will be here Sir, pꝛeſentlp, and ſe 

Pau can no ſoner ſpeake but ſhe is come. 

Enter Florence aud Blunt. 

Ho. Go Sirrha, do port fend at doze, | 
| Let none come in vnles 4 call to pou. 

Blu. A will, fkratght fetch Sentloe, fo this match, 
Are you there Docter, faith ile be euen with you. 


Exit Blunt. 
va. Sweet inittris welcome. . 8 
Flo, vallenger now by this light 
Thou art the wekcomeſt man in 1 
va. Thanks gentle miſtris, but how it Sentlo come. 
Flo. Hang hun J nener lou! d him in my lite, 
Onlp J gull the Rafcall foz his money. 
Doc, The moze villaine vallen ger 
To leaue his true wife fo: a common fall. 
flo. ow by this hand, J wonder vallenger, 
What delight thou tak ell in ſuch a wife, 
But that ſhe is ſomtoha: wiſe, and modelt, 


But 
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Bat to content a galant ſpiritinded, 5 
By this light ſhe is a very block to me. match 


va. häng ber. I care not foꝛ her, our fathers made the - 
Enter anabell. 


Now with a diuf [{ what whirle wind blew pou hether? 
{ow row minks, what malie pou here 

Ang. J harvmyUallenger was all alone, 
If J offend the loue, ile ſtraight begone, 
vet J had rather ſtap and il pou pleaſe. 

flo. Uallenger, what makes pour minion here, 
That arc pon ieathous huſwife with a pox? 

Ana. Ypzay pou gentiwoman be not offended, 
Pleaſe pon my huſband and all ſhall be mended. 

Va, Golip get home, oꝛ Jlhallſet pon ng. 

flo. I haue a trick and it᷑ it fall out right, 
Shall mone her patience ert ſhe port from hence, 

Anae thon art to me, as bodie to the ſonle, 5 

My life is death without thy companie. 

flo. By mp troth heere is an * rebato. 
Would Ahadſachaone. © 
va. Likes it thee millris ? 

Heere take it, a woꝛſe will ſerue pour ſtun. 

Ana, Witball mp hart, b&remiſtris take :t, 
at home J haue a better, pleaſc pou to goe 
With me lle giuent you. 
Flo. Hæres a wonder full god faſhiond gown, 
Ide ride my hazſe twenty milles koꝛ ſuch another. | 
va. Muſwife, vncaſe, a woꝛſe will ſerne pour turne. 

ana, Ailthat Jhane ſweet Uallenger is thine, 
and what is thine, thou boldly maiſt beſtow, 
_ Giue all Jhane, oncly reſerne thy ſelle. | 
and gentlewoman pittp my eſſate, 
think that Jam a woman as pour ſelſe, 
Had you a huſband that * loued ſo deere, 
- I | 


The 0 Maid 


And ſce another rob pou of his hart, 


Mauould it not griueyou ? Pes Jknow it will, 


But vet I p2ay, fo2 Py ſate vſe him kind, 
Jan ſurt heele deſerue it at pour hands, 
va, Goe, get you hence, 62 elſe ile ſend vou packing. 
Ans. will tweet lone, and where lo ere thou art, 
5 God ſend thee neuer ale louing hart. ; 


Exit, 


— 


Enter Seutloe and Bluae, 


Sent. th ger, your 2 villaine fo vſe me e thus, 
Vt. dentlo, the villaine J thꝛow back againe, 

And will maintaine mine honoꝛ with my ſwazd, 
_ D2aw valicnger, one of our deaths is nigh. 


Here they drawe, Blunt and the Docter comes berweene 
| them, 


| Blunt. Go ta, put vp vallenger, d2 lg make pore. 

va. Well ;entlo another time ſhall kos vs. 
| Exirvallenger and the Docter. 

flo. J pꝛethee gentle laue be patient. 
Sent. Dut ye Mhoꝛe toms not in my light, 

- Foz if thou doſt by heauen ile martir ther. 

Exit Sentlo. 

Flo. Cauleff thou me whoze, now by this light 
Ile haue ther murdꝛed, and if gold can do it. 

Blunt, Gold tan do but deuill can do moze, 
Meere is a true paterne, oþa counnon whoze. 
Piſtris what meanes my maiſter to part in ſuch a rage. 

flo. Fo: the Gentleman is Jellious, | 
But J would quickly rid hun of that teuer, 
And it thou ee eee 


Blunt. 
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Blunt. TWhatis it Piſtris, it ſbali goe hard 
Shall make me lack in what mad pꝛoſit pou, 
Al:yough vou fill thought that Jloaed pou not. : 
flo. Now Blunt I ſæ it, and will repo2t thy lone, 
And fo2 atlgne here take this parſe of gold, 
And now but marke the iCae of my purpoſe. + 
Nhon Seit that Sentiocs coine : vegins to wear, 
And Uallenger is enen now on the ſpur, 
And fo: mo ſake. will empty all his treaſure, 
Ano what J baue J will impart to thæ, 
But murder Sentlo, then is Flozence fre, 
Blunt. Piffrisif thts ſhoulo be done, 
a craſh of vour office were not caſt away. _ 
flo. Feare not Blunt we w ll not ſtick ſoꝛ thaf. 
Blunt. Then berres my hand, beloꝛe the ſun go downe, 
Ile do the d ede Sentlo ſhall ſho2tly die. 
fo, the derd beung done come p2eſently to me, 


And we will frollick in his trag edy. 


Blu. © Sentlo, wert not oz tby friend, 
Wow many daugers badeſt thou fallen into, 
Themiſchi:f: now ab2oach J did fozetell, 
Foz by mp meanes thy life in ſafety dwelles. 


Exit sentloe. | | 
The drunken mirth, 


Exit florence, 


| * sir Godfrey, Fuſtice, ſo” the dodter, Anabel i in 


her waſteote. 


God. O my dere dayghterhowconldhe ble thee 57M ? 
euſt. Py ſon rob the of thy fare Maaments. 
God, ànd fo: a ſtrumpets ioue, O God, D od, 
euſt. Optit ſoule a ſander, that thy ſons ſo vild. 
God, Oiue me mp a is, 
3 
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Is A vertnous maid dichynoꝛed by thyfd * 
cult. Giue me my ſþn, that J may puniſh him, 
Foꝛ wꝛonging this faire flower thy wozthy child. 
3 God. Alack god knight, J make iny mone to ther, 
| 5 thou in true loue canſt but pitty me. 


Fuſt. Alas god kpigyt, my gricfs lo iumps with thine, 
j * J warpe n 2 thee, ſo pitty mine. 


Encerthe Mother, 


Mo. Wherc is my child, where is my Anabell: 7 
Gad. Mer wife, let vs hold hands, and in thꝛer parts, 
Lets ſing around, and ſo wep out our harts. 
Mo. Yow could the w2etch(dearefoule)abure ther ſo. 
ana. Call him not wzetch, he is w2ctched but by me, 
In mec conſiſts the b dall this wo, oo 
F Faire Florence is the miſtris of his hart, 
To her J an but as a Coynterfit, 
Rather J am an cthpop, foule,deſo2med = 
And therefozc hated of ny Qallenger. 
Doct. O Beautious maid, blemiſh not thy name, 
Thou art Yeauenly bꝛight, and che as black as hell. 
Cod. Should any but my Anabcll ſay ſo, 
Tho age hath ſet his fte vpon my back, 
J would maintainc thy Bcautp, 
S weare thou wert faire, 
Nay moze then that, defend it with my fwo2d. | | 
euſt. Sir God deep, fe would J, by heauen J would, | 
J, wert againſt that kugetiue my on, „„ 
Fugetiue in ſoꝛſaking of his wife „„ 
To lead the race e intempꝛat liſe. 
Mo. Herre ine but onc woꝛd, gentle maiſter Docter, 
The Loꝛd be with the vertuous Challener were ere he 


Ve, Sir he ſhould haue had my child, . 
5 N God 
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Cod honeſt Gentleman he ſhould, 

And JF repent me twenty hundꝛed times, 

So my godman fe !\ath would nerds 

Mac vp the match with this ſame vuthzift, 

And now youſce hyw he doth vſe my child, alas. 
Doct. This is ſome nf 2tin this depth of wo, 


Thy vertuc ts pꝛeſerd befo2c thy foe, 
Thy then tell them boldly who thou art, 
No be fill the Docter, hold thy tourſe begun, 
There is mie a tote, then will in halt be done. 
5 euſt. Bꝛother, it ſhall be fo, he ſhall not haue 
A graue rome of ihy Land. 
Cod. He ſpends no gods of mine vpon his trull. 
euſt. Cut off all maintenance, that 85 way 
To make him ſe his ſin. 
And J ſhall haue a hutdand o new birth. 5 
god. Girle, thou art to foliſh, ſo are we to long, 
Sufferancs in this may grow to further wong. 
Doct. To further wꝛong inderd, fo: Vallenger 
Vath hired me to poyſon Anabell. 
cu. What his true harted wife? 
Doct. Delay is woꝛ Þ fo danger, credit me, 
And by that plot Sentlo muſt likewi e die. 
god. Vleſied be the houre that euer y caniſt to bꝛiſts. 
euſt. A Docter of moꝛe honeſty there lucs not. 
god. Nlerc he our :on a thou and times, 
le muſt not let him be a murderer. 
anz. God Father let it ſuffice you know it. : 
And may pꝛeuent it follow it then no further. © 1 
Dod. O thou that rules the loterp of tie, e 
UWthy ſhould a bad man haue a vertudus wi c, 
Oꝛ a bad wie, haue a huſband that is god, 
| Doſt thou delight in contraryerics, 5 


gen 


* aid 


Then Wherfo:e do we ariue f22 vertne ſill, 
TWhen we ate maiſtred by a greater will, 
Come godold man, come myꝛroꝛ of true wines, 
O let mp hart with your barts ſimpathiſe, 
although J am no kunſman to iament. 
In pour diſtres iu grif. as deply ſpent. 
God. Docter, bꝛother, whats to be done. 
cult, Gods me we mult go appꝛehend him ſfrait. 
od. There is no dallping in a matter ofſuch wait, 
And there koꝛe let bs not be ſlack in this, 
euſt, No, no. b:other with your men, 

Beſet pou Sentlaes houſe he map be there, 3 
J and — men, will poſt another wav, 5 
No place ſhall ve vnſought, 15 
But we will haue him. 

Exit the two old men. 
Ana. God motyer ſtap them 
Das their tourney fozth, 
Pay bꝛeꝛ ſome miſchieſe, 

CThpereloꝛe call them back againe. 

. Mo. Thou art to foliſh girle, let them go, 

thou ſ&ks his loue, that is thy moꝛtall foe. 

Doct. D thou art framd of conſtancie thy ſelfe, 
Challener what a ie well dideſt thou lodle, 
By ſhoingif vnto thy faithles friend, 

and bow like dꝛoſſe doth he act ount of if, 
Come ver uous maiden wipe thole cryſtiall eies, 
thou wepes fo: lone of him which loue defies, 

Aets in to counſell what may bcft relicue, 


TUhere teares and leztoly glucs men cauſe to grieve. 
4 Exit Omnes, 


Enter vallenger, 


va _ ſpightfull to: une Jallengeris this, Wo 
this 
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this villaine Docter bath! betraide my truſt, 

and to mp father all mp plots rencaled, 

Mho flat denies me ſuccoꝛ o2 reliefe, 

I dare not A be ſ@ne within the cittpv, 

Foz then there is no wap but ſtraight to pꝛiſon, 
Ale call to miſtris Flozence I know that the is kind, 
to her tle ſhow my gricfe and my ſick _ 

Bo, miſtris F lozence. 


Enter Florence. 5 


Flo. Whoſe there, ſw&t Uallenger iff the, 
hy doſt thou loke ſo fad, hew faires my deare * 
„Va. Pfaith neuer wozſe, but al my hopes in thee, 
Ho. What is it ſweet J will not do fo: thee? | 
Va. Py Father and my wife knowes all in dziff, 
And all inraged, thꝛeatens to be reuenge, : 
And will not let me haue no maintenance, 
But ſweares fo plague me foz my wickednes. 
Flo. Js the wind in that doze, 
_ What would pou haue me do: 
va. To let meliue with the a little ſpace, 
Antill Jhaue obtained my Fathers grace, 
Then what J haue ſweet mifris hall be thine. 
flo. And what ſhall J do, beg the while, 
No Uallenger pour deteaued in me, 
think pou that ile be pziup to pour plotes, 
to bzing my ſelle in danger ofthe Law, 
Go to pour wife and cheriſh herathome, 
A do not like theſe wanton humoꝛs J. 
va. I hope ſwert Flozence that pou do batieff. 
flo. Be ſh;ow my hart then, do not take it ſo, 
Pꝛap leaue my houſe, leaſt pour father come. 
va, Glue me houle-rome YR but tonight, 


* thing is honelt, 
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Flo. Notanhoure, ſhall A haue mp reputation 
CTouched fo the, if vou linger heere, 

Ile ſend foz the Officers to diſcharg mp ſelke. 
Val. It is euen thus, well what remedp: 
Lie in the fields w2ctch, there diſpaire and die. 
Flo. Pꝛap God that Sentloe be not murdꝛed now, 
Den all my hopes are loft. 


\ 


Enter Blunt. 


Flo. Hob now Blunt what ncwes ? 
glu. Sentlo hath dzunk his laſt, the derd is done. 
Flo. Then are we vndone Blunt: 
Blu. hp, whercko2e. 

Flo, Che poꝛe deiected Vallenger ws derre, 
As dꝛy as dul not left a ſingle dopt, 
Pis fither vowes to follow law or him, 
Well, would that Sentlo were aliue againe. 
Blu. Tis done, and there foze now there is no help. 
Flo. Yes Blunt. thers help, but marke a womans wit, 
Voallenger is but new gone out ot does, 
Go follow him, and mark where he lies downe, 
And ik thou ſ#lt he is inclinde to ſlæpe, 
A ap Sentloes murdzed body hard by him, 
mow out hisſ\w92d, and all be bloudy it, 

And tyen cry murder as il he dyd the d&d, 
About it Blunt, do not the ſame neglect, 
And then we two are free from all ſuſpect. | 

, Flo, Fearenot this ſhalbe done etfectualip. 
flo. hen farewell, come to me when tis done, 1 
Peanec while ile home, and ſtur not ont of done. Exits 

Blu. The diuell tate thee fo2 a filthy whoze, 

Thou art apt enough in murder, and in luſt, 


/ 


bel, 


RT 1 : 5 4 

of Briſtow. 
Well, ere to mozrow many thinges will chang, 
That dead men thoulo reuiue, it would ſame rang, 


Now after Vallenger I mean to goe, 
To ſe in whatplace he doth en beſtow, 


Exit. 


Enter Sentlo very drouſie. 


Sent. A wonder that J am ſo dull and heaup, 
My lerte doth ſtumble, as J go along, 
Pine cies hangs downe, as ik J had not flept 
his twenty daies, pꝛap god it be fo2 god. 
Still moze and moze : well, J malt nerds lie downe, 
And make mp pillow of the grafſe and ground. 


Fe lies downe and falles a lleepe, 
Enter Vallenger. 


' Vas nnn is the day bnto my cies, 
Mp cheeks do bluſh fo: to behold the ſkies, 
Pettzinks the heauens doth frowne vpon my ſin, 
And to repentance bids mp hart begin, 
the earth do burne mp feete with ſcozching fire, 
Becauſe that all as hot was mp deſire, 

So heauen and earth, my pzactiſe doth confound, 
Pet mult J be beholding to the ground, 

My griefe is her, l&p doth follow ſozcow, 1 
heere reſt thy wꝛetched carkas till to moi ow. 


Here he lies downeto fleepe. 
Enter Blunt. 


Blu This wap he went, and here he is latd to fleepe, | 
. AndScncloby him, this isercellc Dit pi | 
| if, N 10 
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w Harbart ſince thou halt don him all this god, 
once be a littell lauiſh of thy blad. 


4 


Heere he ſtabs his arme, and blodies Sentloes face, 
and pluckes out vallingers {word and blodies 
it, and laies | it by him, 


 - Blo, The Potion Jgane sentloe fo dzink, 
oth make him ſceme to all as he were dead, 2 
And pet his time is not come to wake: 
Now will J ralle the "ow! Purder, murder. 


Exit. 


| Vallinger Nactes vp · 


val. What noiſeis that affrites mine eares 
murder; J laid me downeto flepe, 
| ts here: Pp ſwoꝛd dzawme out and blody 
And heres agentleman new mardzed, _ - 
Some villains ſurelp that hath don this dæd, 
Path laid this murdzed body here by me, 
So by that meanes himſelfe might be thought krer. 
Ik it be ſo, why then moſt hapie J. | 

that hates to line, and hath ſach meanes to dy, 


Enter the Conſtable and officers. | 
Con. Ss heres the murdzed body, and here the murdeer, 7 
A chardge you in the kings name | 
Deliuer bp pour weapons: And goe along with vs 

ith all my hart, ſi ther my weapons are, 
Andcary me wherefoere pou pleaſe 
Exit with yallinger. 
Con. Goe to pꝛiſan with him pzclently, 
5 Te ts kw (arg | 


Enter Blunt in his owne ſhape, 


Blo. God ſave pou ſr, J here itrumozed, 
a gentleman is fla;ne. 
Con, Jfir a pꝛoper man, and here he lies. 
Blo; O noble ſentloe doſt lp ſoe lowe, 
Bꝛeake hart aſſonder that thy frend is llaine. 
Con. Sir, do pou knowe the gentleman. 
Blo. Ves ſir, he was my louing friend 
And we at orfozd fellow Pupels were, 
Chen god ſir let me in kindnefle crave, 
That as J allwaies loud him in his life, - 
fo I map haue his body at his death. 
That Jmay give him C2iftian burial, 
Con. With all mphart, weel leaue him with you ſir, 
and Jam ſozy fez foz pour heauines. 
Blo. Do this goes well, once. 


Fee be blont again. 
| Exit conſtable, 
Fm nolv the timesdzawes an of his awake. | 


Sentloe ies. 


. Sent, dee 
But lap, how comes my hands foe blodp, 
Sos ne frre, me thinkes, ſkap heres my man. 


Enter blunt amaſed. | 


Exit 


Why how now blont why dares thou ſobpon me, 5 
Blo. are pou aline ſir, . 
Sent. Didſt thou ſet any body to kill me. 
Blo. Not Aſir but aan did, 

5 f | 3 


a 
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And hade bin Kaine, had it not bin foz me, 

Sentloe behonid thou Harbe t and thp friend, 

That thus hath waptedon ther like thy man, 

To ſaue tt e from a thouſand miſcries, | 

Sent, Yam a ma'd, and unowe not what to ſap 
O mp deare Harbatt: © my louing frend. 

narb. Leaucof tmbzacments till ſome other time, 


T he king is com to Bꝛiſtow, newlplanzed, 


Come as we goc aloug Ile tell thee all, 
Things wonder kull that yet thou dꝛeamſt not off, 


Exit, | 
Enter king R ich ard, Leiceſter, and 
Richmond. 
King, Al hafle thou bleſſed boſome of my petce, 
Richard findes inffance ol his homeretorne, 
35;iſtow, thou hapis rode where firſt Jlany, d 


5 Doth welcome me nowfrom the holp lad, 


Send wozd to London of our ſafe axiuall, 5 
While we awhile in Baſkow heere repoſe bs; hether. 
god. Fame with her bzaſen trump hath bozn this tidings 
FEuſt. AndBzitow with their Cittizens expꝛe ſle, 
Cheir gladnes by their troumphe, at pourſafetie . 
Kin, And we with pon will put theſe triumphs Mm, 
But fo2 this vnlucky aceident, | 
Which makes old Euſtice and Vemphrevilſad = 


Which grieues me foz the noble gentlemen. 
god, By bleſſed Saint Paule my liedg J cannot f bzok; if 


to ic my child. my aire, mp Anabe ll, 
this hære:what a wꝛetch was this? 5 
Noob by ſaint Charity if J were tudge, . 
a ha'tcr were the leall ſhould hamper him. 
cult, Cho nature wzaſſels with my Rated realon, 


and 
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and willes me plcad fo2 mercie fo2 mp ſon, 
yet iuſtice with impartiall wings directs, 
Pp thoughts from pttty, and my woꝛds foꝛ right, 
Pr liedg to make an entrance to pour fame, 
Begard Vmphreviles wꝛong, puniſh mp fon, 
J cannot loſe him better then by law, 
No2 is helof that doth example giue, 
Ofſwet amends to ſuch as leudly liue. | 
King. Uertue commends thp courſe, and patience his, 
In both J pittp, what pon both deſire, | 
It᷑ iuſtice could be glaſed with pitties wings, 
Call fo2 the pꝛiſoner, let vs crowne the ame, 
With iuffice, foz theſe honoꝛable men. on 
Ana. Baue mercy Richard, mercy in a king, 5 
Zs like the pereles Diamond ſet in gold, 
he out of enup and of fury ſpeaks, 
Z out of loue and paſſion plead foz him. | 
Kg. What pleaſing aduocate hath pitty raiſ d, 
To — the pztſoners cauſe, himſclfe not there. 
Ana. One thatdoth beare the greateſt griefe ofall, 
Che haples wife of wofull Vallenger. 
King. Whyp thou art wꝛong d, therkoze ſhonldeſt daime, 
Reueng fo2 the, and iuſtite fo: thy huſband. | 
Ana. Reucdgfo2 me mp Lozd, nay that cannot be, 
bnles a ſtrang deniffion map be had, EP 
Foz I that am as ne&rely knit to Vallenger 
-as bodte to the ſonle, cannot ſuppole 
ati imurp, But think his loſſe, 
To be my miſerie and chiefeſt croſſe. 
God, Math he not ſought thy bloud thou faliſh girls 
Ana Me fought no moꝛe then J can freely giue, 
and ſacrefiſe to death ſo he may line. 
Mo, Did he not keepe aharlot to deſpight the. 


ana, Andifhe mend that fault be ſone may right * 4 
To 0 


od 4 
9 


The faire Maid 
God. He gaue thy oznaments to deck his trull. 
Ana. And my conſent did ratefte his guilt. 
Mo. Mell he hates the. 
Ana. To try mp patiente, all that he did 0 gane, 


Oz dtd contriue conſerneth me, 


bis act was mp allowance. 
_ Now ſince my ſelfe, accuſe not, but excuſe. 


Since ſhe that was ſuppoſed to be wzonged, 
Doth right that wꝛong, be iuſt and ſet him fre, 


Foz J pꝛoteũ à know no iniurp. 
Cod. She knowes no iniurie, my Loꝛd ſhe lies, 


King. Sir God⸗ſrep ſinte pour daughter doth 
Remithis fault, mcthinks pou ſhould foꝛqiue him, 
god. Foꝛgiue him, no not I the wꝛetch ſhallneuer bot, 
That de hath bzaued old God-frey in à iuſt | 
And honeſt cauſe. Jle touch him J, 


A and tuch him to the quick, 
No leſſe then foz his neck verſe will Jfonch him, 


Docter land foozth and to my pꝛince and pres, 

Sap what thou knoweſt of Sentloes bloudp death 

Cha. Then this J bow befoze your Paieſtp, 

Chat Aallenger coꝛrupted me by gold, 
to poiſon Anabel, and Sentloe io. 

Ana. Intents are nothing till they come toacts. 
god. and miſtris is not Sentloe dead in act. 
Har. Sentloe is dead, mp maiſters bloudy death, 
ſhould quicken iuſtice in pour maieſty. . 
King. thou ſhalthane inflice to thy owne content. 

Cha. O how Agriene to ſæ her bꝛinich tears, 
Mater the Crunſon roſes other chaks. 
Har. Had not my wit pꝛeuented this befoze, 
No2 pou noꝛ ſhe, had neuer ſoꝛrowed moze. 
Euſt. Yon come my ſon:what ſaid J: No my ſhame: 


© let his bloud my liedge rederme the lame, 


| King. 


of Driſtow. 
Enter en, and officers. 


King. Vong Uallenger thou art here, 
Accu edfo2 Anabell, 
And murdering Sentloe that is dead, 
Speak, art thou guilty. A oꝛ noe. 
va. Guilty in both my Lozd, and here 02 both 
Ready to pay the penalliy of my life, 
Tho in my ſoule and conſcicuce Jamclere, 
Okt Sentloes death, vet welcome happie lot, 
That ſo ſhall rid my life of that foule ſpot. 
ana. Alas poꝛe ſoule, how griefe and his diſgrace, 


Doth make hun deſp2ate, behold his face. 


From thence ſpeaks truth, as from an Oꝛackle, 
That he is innocent, tho his wozds accu e him. 
king. Mell Uallenger atend thy ſentence. 
Het: P2onounce nat ſentence pet, right royall king. 
king · What lawfull ay canſt thou impart fo vs. 
Har. A ffay to ſtraighten iuſtice and the truth, 
Py conſciente charged with this hainous crime, 
Makes me con ele tho to my harts true griefe, 
That by thinticements of lewd Flozence and her gui'ts, 
JF ſhould haue murdzed Sentlo, my deere maiſter, 
J therefoze think that though her wickednes 
w—_ is the cauſc of all theſe villainies. 
g. Poſt officers, and fetch her to our pꝛeſence. 
va. — weake delay to hinder my ſtrong faith. 
God, Jeuer thought that Yarlot would be one. 
S how that bold tate ieats it like a — 


- 


7 Fame . | 
flo. Beuth to the king, god foꝛtune to the perres. 
Moth. A a quean ther _— not this ———_— 

| : ing⸗ 


1 fair C Maid 


King. Py pearcing judgment, thꝛongh the b;ittle glaß⸗, 
If that fraile beauty, doth deſerne herloſenes, 
Lady ſtand fo:th.- 
Flo. Jentertaine that name mol ropall king, 
Aad boldly come here to clere my ſelfe, 
Ok mp thing that ſhall be laid againſt me. 
_. Kiog, Poyare here acvſed as acceCarſe, 
Uno Sentloes death, ſpeake are vou guiltp J o no. 
Flo. Doth this diſgraced ſon of that pꝛoud man, 
Charg me with theſe ſurmiſes be fle the king. 
Va. Thou haſt not murdzed Him, but mp renowue, 
His death, this hand mp death ol fame doth wound. 
Cha. Thus luſt makes yongmens miſery her law. 
Flo. Who then dares tuch my reputation: 
Eult. NL ke there on ihp accuſer, thatis he. 
Flo. Thisconh lumpe offl:(h, this ſhaghaird lane, 
Euſt. Aplie thy ſpeech pꝛoud woman to the place, 
Speake reuerentip in pꝛeſence of the Bing. 
| King * Lady we ſtand not bpon words, 
P But one the pzoffe and effimate of right, 
Sirrhs, d and fozth :and freely ſpeake the truth. 
Hare T he wzetch my Lozd that neuer did offend, 
Fears not to die, J charge ther Floꝛente 
Ol mp mailers death: Pozeoncr, Jcharg the 
Chat with this purſe of maſſie gold 
Thon didit bꝛibe me, 
To murder Sentloe, Sentlo chat is dead. 
flo. J bzide ther, with what falſe-hod dot thon brge me. 
Har. Let Tallenger be aſned what purſe this is, 
Loe on it Ladies, marke it, foꝛ you know it. 
Ana This purle was mine. 
va. Wſis put ſe J gane to Flozente. 
King. Tyen with thts parſe, we boldly map conclude 
that * did kzibe Blunt to murder Sentloe. _ 
; 1 | 
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Euſt, Lokeon her face my Lo2d, hercouller changeth, | 
flo. Am A diſcride, ſhall ponver co2vh lane, 
Bp blabing tongue bing me toinfamy, 


Po tho Jaſtare my death, ile further his. 


God. Pour anſwere Flozence, what debate pon there's 
flo. My anſwere ſhall be reſolute and true, 
Woꝛthy the valloꝛ ofa womans mind, 
Co bad foz the, thou lumpe of infamy., 
Euſt, Nothing but badnes is frombad derined, 
flo. Pall mighty king. Ikceelp do conkes, 
That curſed Blunt conſented to murder Sentlee, 
Chis is the truth of ab, live J oz die. 
Har. U«wdis her life mp Loꝛd, and loſe tong · 
king. Well take them aſide, 
In FHlozence Jobſerne her impudence, 
In Uallenger diſpaire,in Blunt remoꝛce, 
In theſe th2e& laſt front terroz, 
Call them agen, attend pour ſentente all, 
Firſt Wallenger, thou ſoughtelt to poiſon Anabell thy wite, 
Since bp aparent p2offe Sentlo is flaine, f 
Our ſentence is reſpectiue fo; thy god, 
A noble death: the loſſe of thy lewd head, 
Blunt, and this honeſt Flozence, 
Both feꝛ cammitting and 
Pult. one the gallowes die, this — — ſencence. 
Har. Noactispzvned in me right ropall king. 
King Ber woꝛztes app2one tby act, thy act her will. 
nar, "Dy faults is in conleament, not attempt. 
flo, His fault is murder, hang vs all my Lov. 
Euſt. Harbart foz all pour kindnes to my ſon, 
Ile ſ pon ſhoztip caper in a coꝛd. 
flo. Se then pou hang vs cloſc ly, then my Loꝛd 
To kis in death, as ws haue kit in life. 
Ana. Bolt not the ſhame, noꝛ ſhame thou wemanked; 


- u. flo. 


Time runs: O Gratious king be mercifull. 


re 2M M aid 


Flo. Alack god god, how holy is ſhe growen, 
: ſheloues the fleſh, pet dares not make it knowne. 
va. I do imbꝛate the law, as plea ed to die, 
Father ſoꝛgiue the follies of my youth, 
 Unphzevill, let me bearc fo heauen 
— the wings o my vnfained repentance, 
Py ſoꝛrow heere indented in my tears, 
thou indued wonder of thy ere, 
Fozgiue the wꝛongs that J haue done to thee, 
That J may go with peace vato my death. 
bing. Away with them, 
To moꝛrow t execution be per o2md, 
Ana. O mercy Richard, ſhow ſome mercy, 
Will Uallenger infitence lofle his! on, 
And harder then the Penerian rockes, 
Neuer be perſt, 
Although the Father will nat, Richmond plead : | 
And ifthat Richmond dare not, Lieſto;z ſpeak, | 
O ſee the time fleets hence with Swolloes wings, 


king, Lady J cannot bꝛeake the limites of the law, 
A2 Awilfull murder muff be paid with death, 
Pet bꝛing me a man that willingly will peeld 
Sufferance cf death, to laue yong Uallenger, 
And he ſhall lite, elfe hope no further grace : 
Atend our further pleaſurs at the court. 

ana. This is ſome comfo2t, happie Anabell, 
Now ſhow thy ready and thy womans wit. 

Thal. Bow ſhall he liue in one will die foz him, 
Well Uallenger, i thou haue (uch a triend: 
* art happle, but J wean to ſeæ the end. 


Exc Challener = 


2 Enter 


And pꝛoperlp to none of both inclind, 
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Enter Sentloe like a frier. ; 
Sent, Thus like a frfer 3 have diſguiſed my telle, 

Co fee mp deere friend, that hath ſaued my life, 

And that (ame frumpet . 

Would haue cauſed my death. 

A haclots lone, is like a chimney moke, 

Qutuering in the aire betwe@ne two blaſts of winde, 


Boꝛne here and there by either of the lame, 


Hate, and diſpaire, is painted in their cies, 
Deceit, and treaſon, in their boſlome lies: 
Their p2orfiiſcs, are made of bzittle glaſſe, 
Ground like a phillip, to the fineſt duſt, 
Their thoughts life ſtreaming rivers ; \wiftlp pa, 
Their woꝛds are oplc, and pet they geather ruſt, 
Crue are they neuer found, but in vntrut: 
Conſtant in nought, but in vnconſtancie: 
Deuouring cankars of mans hberty, 
But ſfap: Jam at the pzifon gate, 
Where are vou keeper; let me ſpeake with vou? 
| keep, Who knocks there: 
Sent. Afrper came to confeſſe your pziſoners. 


Keep, Stay ile bang them to you ppeſently. 


Enter Vallen ger Nonenes and Blunt. and 
che keeper, 


Sent. Health t this place: ur, let me weaks with port. 
Do you not ſozrow inward at pour hart. 

Foz pour loſe life pou haue ſo wanton ſpent. = 
Val. Ves: fcom my hart Sir, and do thinke it long, 


That this vild life of mine doth bzeath ſo long. 


1 he fare Maid 
dent. Do not di paire, a though vour death be nie, 
Veauen loke vpon pou with a Gracious eie. 
flo. Now geutleweman : let meſpeake with vou, 
Now god, fellow, what wouldit thou haue with me 2 
Sent. To tonfes truly your offences paſt. 
Nos Vell: ſhall J confes one thing truly to thee, 
Sent. One thing, and euerp thing. 
flo, TAhy then J confes truely that beſoze. 
This time neuer confelt any thing truely, 
But in b2ic father ile tell ther, 
All that J couſeaned, J de rauded 
Tho e J hauc flandered, J haue dcfaned, 
Wlhom J hated, Jlouednof; . 
And this hath bin the manner of my like. 
o_ Are you not lazry \oz that you haue done. 
flo. Noby my troth, nere a whit at all. 
Sent. J hope pour mind will chang be oꝛe you die. 
flo. — pou know ſo much: truſt me, not J. 
Sent, God turn your hart: ſrend let me fpcak with vou, 
The time dꝛalus neere o? execution, 
What is it imete J goe along with you ? | 
Har. 3 gentle Sentloe, and thy ſel e ſhall ſe, 
The deference twirt luſt, and chaſtity 


Enter a meſſenger. 


Meſ. You muſt bzing the pꝛiloners away, 
the king and perres are already ſet. 
keep, @ay we makeall the ſpeed we may. 
flo. "Come noble harts, lets fearles march atvay, 


A littie hanging will diſpatch vs all. 5 
a Exit Omnes, 


Eutet the king, Richmond, Lieſter Sir Po 
HT Euſtice, 
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Euſtice, Sir Godfrry tothe, 


execution. 


king. Sir Godſrey and ir Euſtice vallen ger, 
Pour Silner: haices ſhoulde teach vou patiente. 
god. My ledge, God be my recozd J do not repiney 
Alack god knight, thou werps in vaine, | 
But now therets no helpe. 
Euſt. J, IJ, my Soueraine iuſtite on my ſon, 
He hath deſcrued death, and let hun haue it. 
king. Sir godfrey 5 hath your daughter pet 
Fi ound out a man will die z Uallenger, . 
- Such was dur pꝛomiſe in regard 9: her, 
And ſince our woꝛd is paſt, we graunt it hint, | 5 
god. Ao, no, my Doueraine, J haue hard, 
An man vrged by nel eſtty to lead his frend, 
2D; to redeme his perſon with his owne, 
Baut fo find one will die foz a frend; 
This age we liue in doth not now a 03d, 


Enter the officers with the priſoners. 


kings Diſpoſe pong Nallenger the firlf to death, 
That done, ſend hence the other to their ſenten ce don 
Va. Ere I a end this age where J muſt aa, 4 
The lateſt period o this life ot mine, 
Firſt let me do my deuty to inp paince. 
Next vnto you, to much by me oifended, 
Now cp, by ep, as J a' lend this place, | 
Mount thou np ſoule into the thꝛowne o grace, 
I mpo ente might be oꝛquien on earth, 
A would acke pardon o. my dꝛead king. 


PY 
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Mp parents, and my wife, 
That muſt foꝛgiue me, | | Ls 


But my hatefull life 


Vath ſo be bloted and beſmercd my fault, 
That when J come to aſk the laſt fozgluenes, 
They willnotlit my _— : 

Noz pet regard it. wr: 


Enter at one l Anabell diſguiſed 
like a man, and at another 
| Challener, 


Ana, wes here is one will die fo2 ballenger. 

| Chal: Map here is one will die fo2 Vallenger. 
So d. Be blind mine eies, © vertuous Challener. 

Come to redæme his enemy from deatg. (to. cher, 

val. O Challener, by the deep w3zongs that Jhane done 
O hide thy face, thy lokes are far moze keene, 

Then is the are, muſt ftrike the fatall ſtroke: 

Foz thee ſweet yonth, thou tanſt aledge no reaſon | 

Why thou ſhouleſt die fo; me, 


Be iuſt O king. 
No toꝛ ment wozſe, then fruitles lingering. 


EKing . Diſpatch them erecutioner: diſpatch, 
ana. Stay executioner: do meiuffice king, 
thy woꝛd is paſt that valle nger ſhall line, 
It anp one will loſe his life foʒ him, 


And that will J :ile dy! fo vallenger, 

Chal. Nay heere is one, that foz the loue he beares, 
fo Anabell, but not to him, will die foz vallenger. 
ana. My plea was entred firſt, my claime mull ſans, 
Cha. Till me but what thou art, raſh pongman, 

that dares enter into this place befoze me: 


© Huntannity doth teach ther thonenerſhoulll-—” 
| 9 Giue 


/ 


that anabell ſhould baffel thus our lawes, 


of Briſtow. 
Giue place bntothins elders, in all aſaies, 
how rude then and buymannerlp art thou, 
To ſoꝛget this common courtefſe, 
that parents teach their childꝛen euery houre. 
Ana. Sir. inhemanity J maſt confefle, 
So much as pou aledge bat not in death. 
the graue is as the public theater, 8 
the rome being taken bp, by them firf enter, 
the lecond ſozt muſt ſit but as thep come. 
Beſids pon ſap pon die ſoz anabel!, 
She nere deſerued death: the foze gine your pley 
to him thathath true title foz the ſame. 
God. Thate not bp the fond girle, 
Antele Euſtice, knele, do not acept 
Againſt her folly, do not god mp ledge. 
* King. My you amaze me, whats the matter : 
God. Why mp 5 my child, mp anabell2 
Came in ti 
to ſaue his life, that was the ſpoile of hers, 
Now afozegodgirle thou art much to blane. 
What is that other: 8 
God. p Lo2d, this is bertuous Challenery 
Come to redeemne his enemp from death. 
King, aconfllickt of exceving conſequence, 
and much renownes that wozthy gentleman, 
cho let me tell you we are much diſpleaſd, 


Weaſked a man, andſhe a woman to delude bs, 

therefoze we are content her huſband haue his lilo, 

But che ſhall lap her head bpon the block, 

and ſhe ſhall haue no execationer, 

But vallengerhim ſelle ſhall tribe it otr: 

this is our ſentence, and we will not chang: 
Ana, nnn Ir” * 


Tbefare Rad 


Come watienger, that happy hand of thine, 
Shall aue thy li e and make an end o ming, 
val. To ſtrike the ſtroke, to murder Anahell, 
Firſt let my ſoule ſinck to ths pit o hell. 
Cha, A man the exetutioner at his wi e, 


Js ſo vnhinnatne that a moztatl eie 


Would euen be blouvthed to behold the ame, 

There oꝛe dꝛead king let me die oz both, 

But to de end d ſcandelus an act: 

And as oz the, J hate thee Uallenger, 

And could be well content withall iny hart, 
To be thy deathes man lo thou bateft me, 


| +  Belids, pet Ulalenger coiflider this, 


Pauing a wie o faire as Anabell, 
Beloued of me thy foc, and o intierlp, 


b That J do oller vp my li efo2 hers, 


Should mercp pardon now what law doth thzeafen, 
Thou muſt immagin it that we fo liue, 

J ſtill ſhould go about to murder thee, 

To intoy thy wi e, whom J d much do loue, 

there oꝛe beg ol the king that onelp J may die, 

to ſaue her honoꝛ, and thy in anne. 
Blu, Hark vou huſwi e, do you heare all this: 

Doth not your hart melt at this amis. 

Flo. Pelt Blunt pes, and doth werpe baunth tears, 
to ſet what 'ames them, and doth me con ound, 
Heere is a glaſſe toʒ ſuch as liues hy luſt, 

Ses what tis to be honeſt, what tis to be iuſt, 
Blu. TUhy this is wel: now Souecaine hear me ent ) 

It he that is uppoſed Gaine doth liue, 

Then riendly map we reconſile the le iars, 


kinę. Our law doeth light on none, but guilty cxunes: 


And that if puniſheth as talfice willes. 
WO. Why then _ gall in this pzincely * 


of Briſtow. 
This cenffemm end J b2ought al! fo 
Pe in a Doctors ſhape, * the * 
©: my trend Sentloe, and o Anabell, 

A in like ſozf haue aued Wallenger, 


And Dentloe which by me ſhould baut bin Kaine, | 
A ſaued him by an honeſt policie. 


And now aliue pꝛeſent hum to pour ſighk, 


To make a pleaung end o. theſe ſad ſightes. 


Heere Sendoe putteth off his whod and 
| kneeles dow ne. 


is bꝛeaths new life into my hal ed bart. 

Val. Swet beautious lettes the canſerofmy ſmart, 

Foꝛget in me, what J baue done amiſſe, 
And ſeale mp pardon with one balmy kille 
Py ſoute repents her lewd imppetie. 

Ana. Mp blouvs de&re ſolace, and mp bell content, 
Pp onelp deere eſteemed Vallenger, z 
Hotall the wozld being turned into pleaſure, 
Could giue mp ſoule ſuch ſweet contented treaſure, 
Thou art moꝛe deere, moze pleaſing to my nnd, 
then at the für: beſoꝛe thou p:oneſl bnkind, 
tis infldent fo2 pong men to offend, 
And wives muſt tay their leaſures to amend. 

Chal, This kind contryſſion of pong vallenger, 
Moꝛe topes mp hart, thenreflt to traueiers, | 
* Linelong together, and map neuer fate, 
this new topnd league of marriage ſepezafe. 

Har. The like ſap J. to thee that now hath tryed, 
A frienos firme faith, that nothing can deuide. 

Sent, the which J will indeuer to deferne, 

Andnot ſo much as once in wn; 


King. 


The falre Maid 


king. Dince all things ſo2teth to this happines 

And pining care, is turned to i op ull ar 
A will be partner in your meryment, 

- Away with that ſame tradgike monument, 
Foz that ſame *lorence there, becau e we e, 

- the oꝛtowes ſomthing 2 her ollies paſt, 

Let her be had among the Conuertines. 

And as her faults ſhall vantſh oz elſe ſtap, 

Let her be ved actoꝛdingly. Away with her, 
Glad parents, and glad frends, 

An Bꝛiſtow here a while our ſelues will ſtay, 

And ſpend ſomeſpoztfull houres to crowne your toy 


"ON Alter lo many troubles, and tyerd annoy. 


Exit Omnes. 
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